"I see," said Galatenko.

He understood that everyone was laughing
at Lapot's words, and, possibly, al himself.
He had tried hard not to say anything silly
or ridiculous, and he thought he had been
successful, for only Lapot had spoken. But
everyone laughed still more, the thresher was
beginning to click idly, and Burun was begin-
ning to scold.

"What's all this? Why have you stopped
working? It's all you, Galatenko!"

"I never. ..."

Everyone fell silent as Lapot, in a voice
of tense gravity, with a marvellous assump-
tion of weariness, anxiety, and friendly con-
fidence in Burun, said:

"You see, these hands are no good. Do let
Galatenko go and fetch me my spare ones."

Burun immediately entered into the spirit
of things, and said to Galatenko in slightly
reproachful tones:

"But of course! Go and fetch them! Surely
that's not too much trouble! How lazy you
are, Galatenko!"

The threshing symphony was over. Now
came the high-toned breathless cacophony
of laughter and groans; even Sherre laughed,
even the mechanics abandoned the engine and
laughed, clutching at their grimy knees. Ga-
latenko turned towards the dormitories, Si-
lanti gazed at his back.
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